The mdjl t4men$*hU Tr age die 

To fleere and fcorne at out rolemfitti'e? 

Now by the rtocke aridiionour of rny kin, 

To l^rike him dead 1 hold it not a hn. 

Cafu. Why how now kinlmao wherefore flornic y ou fo? 
Vncle this a our foe : 

A Villaine tbatis hifbercome i-n fpight. 

To fcorne at our foleojnitie this night, 

Cafu. Yong is it. 

T<A Tis he, that Villaine 

Ca^u. Content thee gcmleCoze, let him alone, 

A beares him like a’portiy Geiulemani: 

And to fay truth, brags of him, 

Tobea vercuous and well goucrnd youth, 

I would not for the wealth of all this Towne, 

Here in my houfe doe him difparagement : 

Therefore be patient, take n» note of him, 

It is my willjthc which ifthoii'refpoSf, 

Shew a fatre prefence, and putoff thefe frowftcs. 

An ill befeeming femblance for a Feaft. 

It (its when fuch a Villaine is agueft, 
lie not endure him, < 

Heftiallbeendotcd, . ' V 
What goodman Boy, I fay he (ball , goe too. 

Am I the Mafler here or you ? goe too, 

Youle not endure him, God fhafl mend my foule, 

Youle make a mutinie among my gaefts: 

Y ou will fet a Cock a hoope, youle be the man. 

Ttb. Why Vncle, ti« a lbamc.s 
C4pM. Goe too, goe too. 

You are a fawey Boy, ift fo indeed ? 

This tricke may chance to fcath you I know what. 

You mud contrary meymarry tis time. 

Well faid my hearts, you are a Princox, goe. 

Be quiet, or more light, more Ught for fhame, 
lie make you quiet(what) dieaieiy my beam. 

Ti. Patience peid>rce, with wilful] eboler meeting, 

M»kcs my flefh tremble itreheirditferentgfeetingt 

c ' I will 


^fime$MdInUeu 
If I prfphane withmV vnworthieft hand, 

Thi holy Linc.the gentle fmne IS thi^ 

M V lips two bluftiing Pilgrims did readie ftand, 

IhH I Pilgti™! I’P* 'u a'' ' 

Rom O then dcare Saint, let lips dpt what hands doe, 

TK« orav f grant thou) lead faith turnc to dcfpaicc. 
io/salnts doe not mouc, though grant for Pray«” 

Ro Then mouc not while my Prayers efteft I take. 

Thus from my lips.by thine my fin i« purg’d. i 

/«. Then hauc my lips the fin that they haue tooke. 

Ro. Sin from roy lips, O trcfpafle fweetly yrgd; 

Giue me my fin againc. 

JuH. Youkiffebithbooke. . . t 

iV»r. Madam your mother craucs a word with you, 

Rom. What is her mother? 

Nnr. MarricBatchcler, 

Her mother is ihc Ladic of the houfe. 

And a good Ladic,and a wife andTettuous, 

Inutft her daughter that you talkt wiihall: 

1 tell y ou,he that can lay hold of bet. 

Shall haue the chincks. 

Is(hea^4pi»/rr? 

0 dcare account I my life is my foes debt. 

Bi», Away, be gone, the fport is at the beft. 

How. 1 fo Itearc.the more is my vnreft. 

^4p». Nay Gentlemen prepare not to be gone, 

We haue a trifli 'g foolifli Banquet towards : 

Is it cne fo ? why then I thanke you all. 

1 thanke you honeftCeotlemeo, good wight ? 


tt! 
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